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— Ut omnis 
Votivd veluti pateat defcripta Tabeilé 
Vita Hor. 








Tecum habita,  noris quam fit tibi curta fupellex. Perscus. 
is aE eS O endeavour at fome Degree of Self: 
<r ie s ” Knowledge, was the conftant Advice of the 

sk ethic Writers among the Greeks andRomais, 
and this Precept we find inculcated by 
each of them in Terms that come home 
to every Man’s Breaft. Among the Mo- 
FXSH derns, my Lord Shaft/ury, has more par- 

ticularly enforced the Doétrine to the Race of Writers, and has 
recommended this intuitive Intercourfe to every Author, by 
defiring him frequentiy to enter into a So/i/o7vy with himfelf; 
by which Means he will probably ftand informed, whether he 
can boaft that intelleCtual Harmony, which is requifite for the 
Formation of a tafteful Mind; whether he is fufficiently ac- 
guainted with the Progrefs of the human Underftanding, the 
fecret Movements of the Heart, the Grace of Charaéter, the 
Beauty of Virtue, and all thofe elegant Refinements of Think- 
ing, without which it is impofMfible to reach any Degree of Ex- 
cellence in a Compofition. We likewile find that Bozleau, the 
famous French Satyrift was aware of the Neceffity of this fpi- 
ritual Retreat (if I maybe allowed to call it fo) and accordingly 
he 
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he has entered into a Review of himfelf in his ninth Satire, which 
is certainly as pleafant a Piece of humour and Raillery, as ever 
was produced by any Writer antient or modern. The Poet 
addreffes himfelf to his own Mind, by faying, that he wants 
to hold a little private Converfation with that internal Agent, 
whom he had too long encouraged in Whims and Frolics, by 
an indolent Indulgence ; and, now that his Patience is provoked 
to the utmoft, he will, once for all, tell him his own. 


C'eft a vous, mon Efprit, a qui je veux parler ; 
Vous avez des defauts, que je ne puis celer. 
Affex 8 trop long-temps ma lache complaifance 
De vos jeux criminels a nourri Pinfolence. 
Mais puifque vous pouffex ma patience a bout, 
Une fois en mai vie, il faut vous dire tout. 


In Conformity to the Injunétion of the noble Writer, and in Imi- 
tation of the fenfible and polite Satyrift, juft quoted, I have 
lately divided mylelf into two Perfons, in order to examine 
my inward Frame, the Motives of my Actions, the fecret Spring 
of my Writings, and to attain a more intimate Knowledge of. 
my feveral Foibles, my various Humours, and the whimfical 
Vicifitudes of my Paffions. The Dialogue was carried on with 
ereat Warmth on both Sides, as if there was really an inteftine 
War within me. As Iam willing to difclofe myfelf, as well as 
to diffect any other Character, that occurs to mein my Rambles, 
for the more effectual Improvement or Entertainment of my 
Readers, I fhall lay the whole Drama, before them this Day. 
The candid, I am convinced, will pardon all fuch Errors, as 
arife from the Imbecillity of human Nature, and the Enemies 
of the Author (if he has any) will abate from their Inveteracy, 
when they perceive that timorous Self-love cannot prevail upon 

him to conceal his own Infirmities. 


Scene, the Author's Study, he fits down to bis Writing-Table, rubs 
his Forehead, bites his Nails, paufes for fome Time in Reflection, 
and then the Dialogue begiis. 

Ranger. — Come, my Soul, or whatever you are, that actuate 
this Machine ; you and I have long been wrangling, and I de- 
fire now to have a private Conference with you, Pray, what 
could put into your Head to makeme turn Writer? 

Soul. How can you afk me fuch a Queftion? You know my 
original Motive was to make as much wafte Paper, as the Reft 
of the Scribblers of the Age. The Town began early to take 
Notice of my Undertaking, and fo the Amufement of it, and a 
Principle of Gratitude induced me to perfevere. 

Ranger. Let me tell you, that you are a bufy, pragmatical, 
intermeddling, foolifh Kind of a Being, and when once you take 
a Fancy into your Head, there is no fuch Thing as reafoning 


with 
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with you. Did not I reprefent to you that Writing is a State 
of Warfare upon Earth, and that the moft candid and unaflu- 
ming I’xpreflion will not fecure a Man from fecret poifoned 
Arrows, while Malice and Envy, and Iil-nature are fuch predo- 
minant Vices in Mankind ? 

Scul.. True; but did not I always anfwer you, that the wife 
and good will not become ‘Yools to a Party, and that they will 
never condefcend to do the dirty Work of Calumny and De- 
traction ? Let me afiure you, you were a Fool ever to trouble 
your Head about any Scribbler whatever. Take my Advice 
for the Future, and laugh at the Impotence of Malice; and 
whenever any one attempts to wound you with the Weapons of 
Falfehood, imile at the Dart, which, fhort of its Aim, falls harm- 
Isis at your Feet, and repeat with me from my favourite Virgil, 


Telumque imbelle fine [iu 
Conjecit - 








Ranger. This is all fine Talking! But am not J pointed at 
in the mean Time? Don’t I perceive the contracted Brow, the 
inflamed Eye, the Look that dencunces Vengeance ? 

Soul. Not fo faft in your Career; Pray, Sir, have not you 
brought all this upon yourfelf? what Bufinefs had you to dilcover 
the Author? Prejudices will unavoidably arife againft a known 
Writer. But you muft go and confult with a few of your 
Friends, before the Work :was commenced ; and what was the 
Confequence? Did they afift you ? They only whifpered it about, 
and ina Month’s Time, you were known every where. I often 
told you, you are of too open a Temper. Obferve how fome 
People lock up their Minds in Company; Snugs the Word, 
not a Syllable from their Lips, and they make Ule of all they 
can extract from your communicative Difpofition. Look ye, 
if you would but keep my Secrets a little clofer, I don’t in the 
leaft doubt but we fhould fucceed much better. Don’t be quite 
fo precipitate, and Ict us take Time to plan, to alter, to touch, 
and retouch, and Vil ftake my Immortality, that we go on with 
more Safety and Kafe. Or if you muft take the Opinion of 
People, afk it of thofe only who have both Inclination and Ca- 
pacity toferve you. Learn to diftinguifh between Men. 

Ranger. 1 have no finifter Intentions myfelf, and I never fuf- 
pect any Body elfe of harbouring ill Defigns. But do you 
intend to perfevere in this Tafk ? 

Seul, Moft certainly, while the Public continues favourable. 
I know there are fecret Schemes to undermine us, but, as Pope 
fays, ‘© Al, all, but Truth drops dead-boru from the Prefs.” 

Ranger. Gad, its pleafant enough to fee you afiume the Air of a 
Dictator, and take upon you to reform Men and Manners, to cor- 
rect vitiated Tafte, to offer your Criticifms on fine Writings, give 

Rules 
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Rules for Style, reprobate a Profufion of Metaphors and flowery 
Epithets, and ridicule the Foibles of Mankind. I tell you, we 
are too young for the Tafk; do you feel within you the Emo- 
tions of a fublime Spirit ? Have your pervading Eyes fearched. 
every Subject to the Bottom? Had not you better employ 
yourfelf in reading the beft Authors ancient and modern, than 
{pinning out from yourfelf? Has ello opened to you the 
Secrets of Parnaffus ? And then don’t I know your Method of. 
Proceeding? Don’t you fome Times defer Things to the laft 
Day, and don’t you let Inaccuracies efcape from you, which. 
a little Time would inform you want Correétion? 

Soul. There Lallow you hit me; but the Nature of perio. 
dical Writings muft admit fome flight Inadvertencies, the Diffi- 
pations of Pleafure, and a thoufand other Avocations mutt in-. 
evitably difconcert a Perfon at Times; and then one is not al-. 
ways inthe fame Humour. But why don’t you take Care to: 
correct the Prefs? when you fhould be attending to. that: ne-- 
ceflary Trouble, you are often running about the Town,. which: 
is no Excufe to the Reader. For my part, I flatter myfelf that 
the beft Judges will allow for an youthful Enterprize, and in: 
amore advanced Period, and at more Leifure, I poffibly may 
repay them for their prefent Indulgence, 

Ranger. 1 fee you will have your own Way. However I muft 
tell you what I hear of you. It is remarked that you are too fond 
of mentioning Players? *Sdeath, if you pretend to any Genius, 
can’t you have more Pleafure in reading Shakefpecr, than in 
hearing any of them repeat from him? 

Soul. Why, you are fenfible, that my Paper is calculated for 
a Multiplicity of Readers ; fome like one Thing, fome another ; 
there is no pleafing all at once; And then you know I have 
no J]l-nature in me, and that Iam far from having any Ill-will 
to any Man. Befides there is a Performer onthe Stage, who 
has upon many occafions furprized me with new Lights in 
Paffages that were before obfcure, and who has cften had an 
irrefiftible Power over my Paffions. 

Ranger. Still harping on your Favourite —but what Occaficn 
is there forit? Every Body knows he is an univer{fal Genius. 

Sozl, Would you have me change my Style, and fay that 
there are“others equal to him ?. 

Ranger. No, that would be taken for Raillery ; they’d think 
you were Jaughing at them. But to cut the Matter fhort, this 
Itch of Scribling 1s a dangerous Thing, you’]l never be cured 
of it, till the Critics effectually damn you, which between you 
and [| 

Soul, Huth! blabbing again? Hold your Peace Man, 

Ranger. Well! well! I will, for Faith Iam heartily tired of 
the Controverfy, and fo fince we are tied together like Man 
and Wife, without any Poffibility of a Devorce, until Death 
is do part, Ithink we had better jog on as well as we can, 
with the Civility of People of Fathion. }lere- 
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Hereupon the Debate was broke up, and other Thoughts 
breaking in, thefe two Shaft/burian Perfons were both united 
into one, like two different Liquids in a Glafs, which by the 


Infufion of a fingle Drop, change their Appearance, and both be- 
come one clear and tranfparent Fluid. 


W. 


Fe T, k nkatilaiisaialaaialaaiaaeatihaiiaaiaataatadadadadaiematadataamaatatatahotatamute 
TRUE INTELLIGENCE. 


To CHARLES RANGER, £/; 
Sir, 
I Have a Complaint to make to you, which, I infift, you muft not ne- 

gle&t. You muft know that I have long fighed and languifhed in an 
Hackney Coach, till my whole Frame of Body and Mind has been in one 
great Fermentation, and all this for the want of a String to ftop the 
Coachman, when I want to fpeak tohim. For Jet a Lady be drefled eves 
fo much in Tafte, or be going Incog upon ever fuch important Bufinefs, 
up fhe’s obliged to get, fling herfelf half out of the filthy Vehicle to call 
aloud Coachman, Coachman while he, the Fellow, {till drives on re-: 
gardlefs of his Charge, till fome Porter in the Street hollows after him, and 
a Mob is gathered together and furround the Coach to be Witneiles of our 
further Orders — I vow and proteft this is not to be born with. Confider 
the Difcompofure of the Features and Drefs ; therefore I beg the Favour 
of you to fee into this Matter, and proclaim the trifling Expence it would 


be to render thofe Conveyances more commodious for all other Ladies, as 
well as, 





SiR, 
Your mof? obedient Servant, and confiant Reader, 
Sty-Cap. 
P.S. If you oblige me in this, you may poffibly hear from me again ; 
though I believe I fhall not trouble thefe common Hacks much longer, as 
I have great Expedtations, if can but get five thoufand Pounds in the 
prefent Lottery of keeping a Coach of my own, but cannot be pofitive of 
it, till I confult Mrs. Sermon, in Naked Bey- Alley. 
To Mifs Sty-Cap. 
Madan, 
I do not think an Amour can be carried on in an Hackney Coach with- 
out a String, and therefore 1 think your Compiaint very juft. Iam, 
MAD AM, 
Your maf? obedient Servant, 
CHARLEs RANGEn. 
Jo CHARLES RanGe_r, £/j; 
Sir, 

In Gratitude to you for the unfpeakable Service I have already received 
from your laft Paper, I beg that you will publifh my Cafe, which is as 
follows. 

For twenty Years Jaft paft, I have been afflicted with a moft extraor- 
dinary Species of Pride, which affected my Head to fo a great Degree 
that I could not help looking down on my Fcllow-creatures with the 
greateft Contempt ; I mean all who were not diftinguifhed by the Advanta- 
ges of high Birth or I’ortune, tnfomuch that I do not remember for the Time 


above- 
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above-mentioned to.have ever taken off my Hat to any Perfon who was 
not vifibly poflefled of a Fortune of ten thoufand Pounds, which reduced 
me to fuch a Situation, that all my Relations defpifed me, and all my old 
Acquaintance fhunn’d my Company. But upon Perufal of your Paper én 
the Subjeé&t of my Diforder, I found fuch an immediate Alteration in my 
Way of thinking, and fuch a Relaxation in the Mufcles of my Neck, that I 
can already make a flight Bow to my Equals, and there is fuch an Amend- 
ment in my Organs of Speech, that I can pronounce Sir or Madam refpec- 
tively, to any g genteel Perfon of either Sex. Now, Sir, as under God, 
I owe my Core to your Labours I am willing to atteft the fame on Oath, 
when call’d upon, and am, 


S JI R, 
Lloyd’s Coffee-Houfe, Dec. 5. Your mof? obedient, humble Servant. 


GEORGE STIFFNECK. 


Drury Lane, Dec. 2. 


On Saturday \aft was prefented, at this Theatre, for the firft Time, 
the Tragedy of Boadicia, with all the Advantages which the Exhibition 
could give it. ‘The Mufic -and the Scenery were both fuited to the Piece, 
and the acting of it, were there no other Inducement, fheuld be fuficient 
to draw numerous Audiences. This Circumftance I cannot help think- 
ing a great Encouragement to Letters, and it is enough to re-kindle the 
Dramatic Genius of this Nation, to reflect, that uncer the prefent Ma. 
nagement of the Stage, Juftice will be done, in every particular, to each 
Work of Merit. That Mr. Glover’s Piece is of this Clafs, it is unnecetf: 
{ary to mention, though I cannot but remark, that the Applaufe it met with, 
was fcarcely warm enough for fuch fine Writing. It is certainly a bold 
Enterprize, after Shake/pear has made us all fo fond of favage Liberty, 
to attempt a Play conformable to the Rules and Simplicity of the Stagyrite ; 
and thence it arofe that fome Scenes were not thought bufy enough; be 
that as it may, the Fire of the Author never grows dim, but glows intenfely 
through the whole, and all his Defcriptions of the diftant Battle, and his 
artful Allufions to the hallowed Groves of the Druids, are finely inter- 
woven. As Iam convinced that this Tragedy will prove an elegant Clo- 
fet-Companion to every Reader of Tafte, on account of the Purity and 
Elegance of Diétion, which inftead of over-charging Nature, fet her off 
with all the Graces and Embellifhments of Poetry, I fhall defer faying 
any thing further, until 1 have an Opportunity of perufing it at leifure, 
and in the mean Time, I will add, that if the judicious Vo/taire were ‘to 
Criticife it, he would allow this Production to be conformable to his own 
Delicacy and good Senfe, and deferving of a Place among the beft of our 


modern Tragedies. 


P.S. Icannot difmifs this Paper, without obferving that the Turbu- 
lence of fome Part of the Audience in the Gallery broke out very unrea- 
fonably againft a few Gentlemen of a particular Seét on the above Night. 
As the People have carried their point, by a vigorous and noble Effort of 
Spirit, in not admitting them to a Naturalization, they certainly fhould 
treat them for the future with that Humanity and Politenefs, which is due 


to Strangers. 
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